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Summary: Set after 'Buried Alive' - Connie's feeling grateful to be 
alive, she only wishes she could share that with the man she... 
looked through the window at... 


If You Love Me 

**Because in my world Grace doesn't spark the end of something 
wonderfulaC | ** 

**Author's note the same as ever: I DO NOT own Casualty, its 
characters or plots and all recognisable dialogue will be clearly 
marked in italics. ** 

* *En joy ! * * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She sits as still as she possibly can, suddenly all too aware of 
each breath she takes and finding herself grateful for that in a way 
she has never been before. She is also overwhelmingly aware of the 
scent of the strawberry shampoo her daughter favours and she can 
honestly say she can't think of a better scent on Earth. <p> 

Acutely, she realises that neither of them have spoken, neither have 
they moved since the moment they collapsed onto the sofa and somehow 
she knows that anything they could say could never express how 
grateful they both are to be able to hold each other. Grace is curled 
against her body, her hand folded tightly over her mother's forearm 
as if holding her in place. The grip of her fingers betray the fact 
that she is still scared by what happened only a few short hours 
ago . 

She is trying to avoid thinking about it herself. She is almost 
afraid to close her eyes because she feels that the blackness might 
consume her. She wonders acutely if she will ever stop hearing the 



sound of the sand pouring in above her and suddenly she is filled 
with panic, something is crushing her, holding her down. In her mind 
she begins to flail, but in reality she is perfectly still, the 
turmoil in her mind. Grace shifts against her, receptive to the 
change in her mother's body language and all at once she feels calm 
again. The weight she felt was her daughter and although her presence 
causes mild discomfort to the bruises blooming across her chest, she 
doesn't even contemplate asking her to move. Instead she squeezes her 
daughter to her and leans forward ever so slightly to allow her to 
press a kiss to Grace's soft strawberry scented head. 

Stillness and silence descends again and Connie's eyes drift shut. 

She can feel an uneasy sleep addling her thoughts when she hears 
Grace's voice coming through the fug. 

"Why did you go?" The question is genuine not accusatory, a child's 
curiosity and she wonders how to frame the answer. 

She pauses for a moment, remembering the fear when she'd heard Dylan 
say his name over the trauma phone. "I'm a doctor darling, people 
were in trouble." 

"But you weren't supposed to be with patients todaya€ i that's why we 
were going out." 

"I'm clinical leada€ | it's my responsibility toa€ | " 

"You could have sent someone else, you could have done thata€ i 
couldn't you Mum?" 

"Grace, darling, it's difficult to explain it to youa€ | " 

'It was because of Jacob wasn't it?" Again she is not accusatory and 
Connie is surprised by this. 

She stiffens. They haven't talked about Jacob since Grace told her to 
end the relationship. She's not sure she wants to go there 
emotionally . 

_That ' s part of the problem. _ 

The thought manifests itself from nowhere. It's almost as if he is in 
the room with her. _'No one's coming for us. We're going to diea€ | " 


"I had a job to doa€ ! " 

"But you were worried about Jacob, weren't you?" 

She sighs heavily. "Of course I was darling, but I promise, Jacob and 
Ia€| it's over." She is instantly filled with regret. She thinks 
about the moment when she had seen him through the office 
doora€ | 

"Do you want it to be?" Grace asks, still not moving from her 
position . 

Connie bites her lip giving herself pause to consider everything that 
has happened since her return to Holby. There have been some extreme 
lows but Jacob has been a high - a rare one - and now he is gone. 



"Jacoba€| isa€| important to mea€ but you mean more to me than 
anything in the world." This seems like the diplomatic answer. 

Grace is quiet for a moment, perhaps contemplating everything she has 
just been told. "You do, don't you?" She says eventually, finally 
realising that she has ruined something serious for her Mum. That was 
why she had run head first into dangera€ | it had to be. She leaps up 
from the sofa and heads into the kitchen without a further word. 

"Do what?" Confused, Connie calls after her daughter, instantly 
missing the weight of her body, the knowledge of her presence beside 
her. She did what? She collapses back against the cushion feigning 
ignorance as she hopes that the subject is closed. 

Filled with regret - an emotion that Grace has rarely felt in her 
eleven years - she goes to her Mum's handbag and finds her phone. 
Presented with the passcode, Grace easily bypasses the security 
measure, typing in her own birthday as she has many times before 
before scrolling through her mum's recent calls. Locating the number 
she searched for, she hits dial. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>It took two attempts but then Jacob's voice came over the line 

<em>"<em>_I don ' t even know why I ' m answering the phone. " 

_He sounds sad Grace thought. 

'Jacob? It's GraceaC | " 

"_Grace?" _ 

"Can you come? Come now. Mum needs you." 

When the doorbell rings a short while later, it is once again Grace 
who is out of her seat in a flash. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>He waits nervously on the doorstep, ringing his hands as he waits 
for someone to open the door. He is already imagining all kinds of 
scenarios and has only taken brief comfort from the fact that there 
is no ambulance outside before he's begun contemplating the multiple 
other reasons that Grace might have called. <p> 

He doesn't have much time to dwell on this before he is faced with 
Connie Beauchamp junior. 

"GraceaG | " 

"You came, " Grace is smiling, that seems odd given what Connie has 
told him. 

"Of course I came, is your Mum alright? Can I see her?" 

Grace steps back allowing him in. She nods, he's not sure at what. 
"You passed, " she says as if there has been some kind of test he is 
unaware of. 


"Passed what?" 



She is silent for a moment as she watches him unlace his boots. "You 
do," she says as if this explains everything. The words hit him right 
in the heart and suddenly he knows what she is referring to. 

He is confused by this whole scenario as he follows her, they are 
moving towards the living room and he hopes that Connie will be able 
to explain this. Before he sees her however, he thinks he should say 
something to GraceaC! is it an apology? No, he decides, he's going to 
make it clear that he's serious about her mother, about being in 
every aspect of her life. 

"GraceaC! lookaC! I just want you to knowaC i I'm very serious about 
your MumaC | I want to get to know you properlyaC i she'saC! well, 
she's very important to me. Ia€ ! " His words trail off as he becomes 
aware of the futility of trying to plead his case to this child - she 
is her mother, as stubborn and immovable. He should probably just 
leave, but he wants to see heraC ! 

"I know." Grace's words seem to go unheard as suddenly Jacob finds 
renewed vigour for his cause. 

"LookaC! I know how hard everything has been for you. I know you want 
to spend more time with your Mum and I'm not going to try to get in 
the way of that, that's not what I want and you should know, your Mum 
really loves youaC ! it's just that you're not the only person who 
loves her anymoreaC ! she needs to know you're not the only person who 
loves heraC i " Jacob breaks off again wondering why he hasn't just 
gone and told all of this to Connie. 

Grace's eyes flick past Jacob. Her Mum is there. She's heard 
everything. She needed to. Grace smiles, suddenly not feeling so bad 
about the role she has played in splitting them up. "She knows," is 
all she says and Jacob spins around, shocked to see Connie standing 
there in the doorway, never looking more beautiful than she does 
right now, her lips set into a shocked 'O'. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She doesn't quite know what to say as she locks eyes with him. 

She can't un-hear what he has just said and the implications of it 
hit her in waves. He's come here to plead his case even though she 
categorically ended their relationship this morning and she is 
grateful. As she watches him rake his eyes over her, she can't help 
but admit that she is as hungry to take in his living, breathing body 
as he seems to be for hers. HeaC ! he said heaC i She realises she must 
speak or be in danger of looking completely foolish. <p> 

"JacobaC!" his name is no more than a murmur on her lips but the 
desperation in her voice is enough to make him want to take her in 
his arms, but somehow he desists. 

He turns to Grace who is not saying anything but smiling knowingly 
"What ' re you up to _firecracker_?" 

"Tell _her_, " Grace tips her head towards her Mum, looking between 
them before heading upstairs. It's way past time she should be in bed 
and she senses her Mum will need some privacy. 

"Excuse me, " Connie says dumbfounded, motioning for him to go into 
the living room before she too heads up the stairs after her 



daughter . 


* * 


* 


><p>She sits on the edge of Grace's bed, still not quite sure how to 
react to what just happened downstairs. She should be angry at her 
daughter's interference but she finds that she isn't. Somehow she 
needed to hear what Jacob had to say.<p> 

"Grace, darling, why is Jacob here? I thought you wanteda€ | " 

"I was wrong Mum. I wasn't fair. You're serious about Jacob aren't 
you? " 

"Well Ia€|like I said, he's important to me." 

"He's not going to be like one of Dad's girlfriends? Sneaking out in 
the morning?" 

Connie blushes at the implication. "No darling," she says. "But Grace 
if you really don't want him to stay then I'll tell him to go," her 
heart is heavy as she says the words. 

"It's not really my decision, I shouldn't have said what I said to 
you. You're different nowa€ I think you're different because of 
Jacob . " 

"I don't want you to feela€ | " 

"Just don't forget about me Mum, Ok?" 

"I never could. I love you so much Grace and I promise, the minute 
you start to feel like I'ma€!" 

"Mum, it's Ok . " 

"You're so grown up Grace. I love you." 

"I love you too. Now go downstairs Mum," Graces says and her Mum gets 
up. She knows she is nervous. She knows she's not always the best at 
saying how she feels but she also knows that now Jacob has said it 
first, it will be easier for her Mum, never one to appear vulnerable 
when it comes to feelings. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>As she makes her way back down the stairs, she finds that she is 
grateful for grace in more ways than one and she's mulling over the 
last thing that her daughter said to her before she kissed her 
goodnight. "Tell him." She had of course done her best to feign 
ignorance, but she knows what her daughter meant. Now she is filled 
only with regret that she had treated Jacob badly. <p> 

She blows out a breath and opens the door to the living room. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>He stands as he sees her enter, his eyes always on hers. He 
notices that she had taken her hair out of its ponytail and she is 
fiddling with her yoga pants self-consciously and he wants to tell 



her that she looks her most beautiful right now but he doesn't say 
anything, waiting for a cue from her. She's shifty and he knows she 
might ask him to leave. He wonders if taking off his jacket was a 
step too far.<p> 

Her hands are clasped in front of her and suddenly her face crumples, 
compelling in him the ever stronger urge to comfort her but he 
doesn't know if that's allowed. "I'm sorry," she says at last and he 
thinks he gets her meaning. 

"I came because Grace said you needed mea€ but if you want me to 
leave, just tell mea€ i " he crosses the room, careful not to touch her 
as he makes his way to the door although he wants nothing more than 
to stay. 

"No." She puts out a hand, clasping it around his wrist. "Pleasea€| 
don ' t leave . " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She swallows some of her tears and this time, he can't help 
reflexively reaching out to wipe a stray droplet from her cheek. "I 
meant I'm sorry I made you feel that you had to leave at all, I'm 
sorry for what I saida€ | I'm sorry for saying that I couldn't be with 
youa€ | we nearlya€ | I'm sorrya€ | Ia€ | " she hangs her head, realising 
that his hand hasn't moved from her cheek. She can't face him. She 
knows her features are contorted and finally she understands. This is 
what emotion is. Painful, sometimes ugly but always true.<p> 

His fingers slide down her face and catch under her chin, lifting it 
so that she has to meet his eye. "Will you just come here?" he says, 
his other hand sliding to her wrist and pulling her against him. His 
lips are suddenly on hers in a savagely desperate kiss. 

There is nothing tentative about this kiss, there is no politeness. 
There is feral need and raw emotion. There is a battle of tongues and 
the clashing of teeth. There are tears and there is desperation. 
Everything that has been unsaid between them is voiced in that kiss 
and she realises as if she didn't before, that she never wants this 
to end. She needs him, shea€ | 

He breaks apart from her after the longest time and she laments the 
end of that kiss. It was more powerful than any they had shared 
previously and importantly, it was allowing her to say how she felt 
without words. Now she is afraid that the words will come out wrong, 
that she'll push him away as is her tendency. 

She looks him dead in the eye, but find that words are failing her. 
She is simply overcome by the emotion of him being here after 
everything they have been through today and suddenly she finds that 
her knees are weak. She eyes the sofa behind them and, running her 
hand along his jaw and pressing a chaste kiss to his mouth she begins 
to guide him back towards it. 

He takes the cue and when the backs of his legs hit the sofa, he 
lowers himself onto it, guiding her down with him. As she wraps her 
body around his, he lets out a small groan, he might be over 
stretching his aching chest wall, but he doesn't want to let her go. 
He won't. 



She draws back, catching his eye again. "Bruising?" she asks, 
thinking of the purple bruises already blooming across her own 
chest . 

He nods "You too?" she also nods, words catching in her throat as she 
feels another sob building. 

"Hey, " he says his fingers sliding to the crook between her jaw and 
her ear in an attempt to get her to hold his gaze "it's Ok now." That 
seems to break something inside of her and her head drops to his 
shoulder and her body quakes as he holds her. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>After a while she seems to regain some composure and she finally 
faces him again, tears still glistening on her cheeks. She is even 
beautiful when she cries. <p> 

"I was so scared todaya€ i so scareda€| of never seeing Grace againa€ | 
of not getting out of therea€ | ofa€ | it all ending without getting 
the chance to tell you that I didn't mean it. Any of ita€ ! . I was so 
scareda€ i " 

His face changes, he seems shocked and it is only as she replays what 
she just said that she hears it. She has made him feel like she 
didn't mean any of it and they both know what she said when she saw 
him through the window of her office. 

" JacobaC i Ia€ ! " 

"You didn't mean _any_ of it?" he voice is deadpan, he's already 
shifting beneath her and she can't let him leave now. She clutches 
him tighter, her fingers sinking into his shoulders. He groans again, 
the discomfort of it adding to the pain he is already in but she 
doesn't let go. 

"I'm not brave Jacob," she says and already he's beginning to 
protest. She stays his words with a finger to his lips. "I'm messing 
this up, I know I am. I believe that you were just trying to give me 
spacea€ i but I really was running away this morninga€ | you were 
right. I was letting Grace's feelings be an excuse because I couldn't 
handle what was happening between usa€ the truth isa€|" she trailed 
off, pausing for breath. He's looking at her expectantly, even 
admiringly and she wants to be brave for him. 

"The truth is Jacob I'm in love with you." He's still wearing a 
shocked expression but it quickly softens to a smile and she is 
overcome with a wonderful feeling, it's the feeling of the truth 
finally being set free, she recognises that. 

"Well," he blows out a pent up breath, not even realising that he's 
been holding it anticipation. He laughs and that sound makes her 
heart swell with pleasure. "Thank goodness for that because my truth 
is that I'm in love with you Connie," he says enjoying how the words 
make him feel. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She is the first to initiate a kiss and it is long and 
languorous. It is loving and passionate. It is real and honest, no 



hesitation, no holding back. In fact it felt like the first time 
she'd ever truly kissed him.<p> 


Her body feels so good astride his, he can't help but run his hands 
over her curves appreciating that she is here and that he is too, 
feeling for the first time that he knows she's in this for real too. 
It feels like they're together, properly together and he wants to 
mark the occasion. 

"You don't know how many times I've wanted to tell you I love you," 
he says as she drops a kiss to his neck. 

She meets his eye again, a slight blush on her cheeks. "I wanted to 
tell you too," she admits and he knows that she's struggling with 
this . 

"Hey, Connie, you don't have to worry. I'm in this. I mean, I want to 
be with you - I want to be part of your life with Grace - I'm 
_really_ in this, " he says catching hold of her hands and squeezing 
them in his reassuringly. 

She smiles and there is nothing he likes to see more, but then she 
looks away. "You'rea€| the firstaCi since my ex-husbanda€ | I don't 
say it lightly." 

He takes a minute to absorb this. It explains a lot, he has to admit. 
From the little she's told him about her ex, he seems like a piece of 
work who hurt her in more ways that she'll ever tell him about and he 
understands . 

"Neither do I Connie, you're the one for me. I'm sure of it." 

She blushes again and he loves the way it looks on her. He loves her 
more for it. "I don't think anyone has ever said that to me." 

"No one else is me." His confidence makes her laugh and soon her body 
is quaking above his in a new way and his desire for her stirs. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She ' s laughing that rich, sexy laugh of hers so much that soon 
she gasps, the pain of the bruising and the breathlessness taking 
hold. His fingers go to the zippered front of her white sweater and 
he toys with it for a second or two. "Soa€|" he says a glint in his 
eye. "How bad is this bruising? "<p> 

She quirks an eyebrow at him, leaning forward slightly so that her 
breath tickles at his earlobe. "I'll show you mine if you show me 
yoursaC | " she can feel him shiver beneath her and she gratifies that 
by sliding her hands underneath his t-shirt. 

As she helps him off with his t-shirt, she hears the slight groan of 
discomfort and wonders whether they should be doing this, but then 
one look at his face tells her how much he wants her. She knows hers 
must be like a mirror. She turns her attention away from his eyes, 
allowing her own to drop to his chest. He has a beautiful body. She 
has thought so since the first time she had seen him changing at work 
and her appreciation for his sculpted torso and strong arms only 
grows every time he holds her. Now, she can see that swelling mars 
his chest and gently running her fingers over his chest she tries to 



soothe him. They are fools - the last thing they need is strenuous 
physical activity but their need for each other is too strong. 


She brushes a kiss to his chest before sitting back a little, drawing 
in a breath as his fingers go to her zip again. "We did have a deal," 
she says, encouraging him on, not that he needs much. 

He slides the zip down and the soft knit begins to fall away. He 
might have noticed that she wore nothing beneath it sooner had his 
eyes not immediately settled upon the violent purple bruising which 
has maimed her chest. "Conniea€ | " his tone is regretful and just 
slightly tinged with lust as he becomes aware of his undisturbed view 
of her breasts. 

"Ssh, " she soothes "it's nothing. We're alive." 

He doesn't care what she said earlier. She is brave and she's right, 
they are alive. 

"Feel like celebrating that?" 

She drops a kiss onto his mouth. "Absolutely," she says as he guides 
the sweater down her arms and discards it. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She feels her chest contract as he runs a finger delicately down 
her left breast, catching the peak of her and drawing it up into his 
mouth . <p> 

He does fantastic things to her with his mouth she thinks and not 
just in the pleasure giving capacity. Somehow he has rendered her 
capable of being in a relationship just by saying the right things. 
She remembers the nights they have sat right where they are now just 
talking and she does not devalue the importance of the conversation 
she can have with him, but right now as he draws her into his mouth 
and presses kisses to her skin, the pleasure she feels is all she can 
think about . 

He breaks away after a few more seconds and his arms encircle her, 
pulling her flush against him until their pelvises are as close as 
their clothes will allow. He wants her to feel him, wants to see the 
look which instantly appears on her face. 

"I have had one thoughta€ i " he says, lifting his head slightly his 
head and letting his beard tickle her skin as he presses kisses to 
her collar bone. 

"Oh?" she's already distracted. 

"You'll have to bea€ i quieta€ i " his tone is playful as he thinks about 
the way his name tumbles from her lips as he brings her to the 
edge . 

Her eyes open, she is immediately affronted. She looks into his 
mirthful eyes and her expression softens. "Is that a challenge?" 

He laughs "Not necessarilya€ | " he pauses, running his hand down her 
nude torso until it reaches her waistband "but I think it will be, 
for you, " he laughs again and he sees that he has sparked her 



competitive side. 


"We'll see about that," she says, her tone suggests he's angered her 
but her next comment tells him she's enjoying this. "Take off your 
clothes Nurse Masters, " she says getting to her feet and watching as 
he does the same. 

"Only for you _Queen Bee._" He dodges the bundled yoga pants she 
throws at him with ease and then finds that he is utterly distracted 
as she steps out of her underwear. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Don't stop Jacob," she says enjoying the way he looks at her as 
she steps closer to him, careful not to let her body touch his as her 
hands go to his belt "and <em>never<em> call me _Queen Bee_ again, " 
she says playfully as he slides his jeans down and her hands go 
immediately to his boxers. 

There's always going to a carnal element to their relationship, she's 
never to going to pretend there isn't and it is this which takes over 
in the seconds after they are both naked. They are desperately 
touching, kissing and feeling the ache which has been two weeks in 
the making. 

His hands move lower and he grabs her bottom - it's a shock tactic 
and she instantly berates herself for the audible gasp she lets 
escape. He smiles, his beard tickling at her neck as he presses a 
kiss there, sure that he has proven his point. "Hard isn't it?" 

It's her turn to smile, he has given her the perfect opportunity to 
retaliate. Her hand slips between them and she runs her hand over 
him. "It is," she says in that tone of voice which just sends him 
reeling. He bucks against her and let's out a long slow groan. 

He grasps her hair in fistfuls pulling her closer to his lips. "I 
want you so much woman, " he uses the tone of endearment she has grown 
to rather like as he guides them back down into the chair. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She follows him, her knees stretching around his thighs as she 
angles herself. Her hands fall to his shoulders as his go to her 
waist. There is no time or need for precursors, frankly the two weeks 
they have now been apart has been enough and now all they want is 
each other. <p> 

She raises herself slightly before settling herself and then feels 
him slide into her. There is nothing like the way she feels when they 
are together. His body knows hers instantly and they meld together in 
one delicious moment of pleasure. He gives her a minute, waiting for 
her eyes to fix on his again before he begins to move. His hands 
never leave her waist, holding her steady and at the same time close 
as she picks up his rhythm and her hips move against him. 

There is pleasured silence between them for several minutes but then 
she feels the fire building inside of her and he moves just the way 
her body needs him to and she lets out a cry. Even though she knows 
she has failed the challenge she can't bring herself to regret it 
because in his arms she feels like she won a thousand times 



over . 


"Connie, " he says, the crook of his elbow embracing her waist as he 
pulls her down, thrusting deeper into her and finding his release. As 
she lets out a pleasured gasp she hears him tell her that he loves 
her . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>They are still desperate for each other and they spend several 
long minutes kissing, their hands exploring each other's bodies as 
they hold one another, not willing to let go just yet. Slowly, their 
desire settles and she gets to her feet so that they could 
dress . <p> 

There is something voyeuristic about the two of them dressing in 
front of one another in such close proximity and it takes longer than 
it should do because each is distracted by the other. 

As she shrugs into her sweater he beckons her to him. "Let me, " he 
says his fingers sliding the zip together and dragging it slowly up 
her body. He can feel the way her body shivers at his touch. 

"I'm sorry about this," she says, pulling at the sweater. She's 
usually so much more put together. 

He laughs "You're joking right?" he loves seeing the confusion on her 
face. He knows she has an idea of how she should appear around him, 
he wants to banish that. "You look fantastic." 

"These are pyjamas!" she says, surprised. 

"a€ | and you look good in them, in fact, I'd like to see you wear them 
more," he leans in to kiss her and smiles when he sees she's still 
confused . 

As she rests her hands against him she finally understands what he 
was staying. "Well, how about you start tonight?" she says, her hand 
slipping into his. 

"I'd love to," he says as he follows her upstairs to her bedroom. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She pulls back the comforter as he divests himself of his jeans. 
She likes the left side of the bed, so he goes around to the right. 
They slide into bed together and she reaches for him 
automatically . <p> 

"I'm glad you're here," she says as she curls into his body, still 
facing him. 

"Me too, " he says as she breaks away a moment remembering the 
lamp . 

They kiss for a few minutes and suddenly a thought occurs to her, one 
she hopes he'll like. "Jacoba€| I was thinkinga€ | We don't have to 
work tomorrow anda€ | it's a Saturdaya€ | " she lets the thought go 
unfinished a moment as he brushes a kiss to her neck. 



"a€|and I was thinkinga€ i maybe we could take Grace out for some 
luncha€ | like you said?" 

"You know, I think that's a great idea," he says and after that they 
are silent for a long time. 


Although it is dark, they continue to look at each other, getting 
used to the new sensation of being together like this as a couple, 
just preparing to sleep. 


Her eyes are beginning to grow heavy but she wants to tell him how 
much tonight has meant to her. 


"Does it feel as good for 


you as it does for me?" she asks. 


"What?" he asks. 


"Saying I love you?" 


He leans towards her for a kiss in the dark. "Yes," he says as he 
holds her, thanking God that he didn't lose her todaya€ | 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>Hope you enjoyed it. Let me know. :) <strong> 


End 
f ile . 



